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Pegeen Fitzgerald of the popular WJZ — ABC break- 
fastjiour team awards a first prise to little girl and her 
brother who entered this pet hen in a recent kids' pet 
show in which the Fitzgcralds (Ed and Pegeen) served as 
judges. Little brother holds egg which "Cluck-cluck"" 
laid at show while waiting for judges to get around to see 
what fine feathers she had. 



.1 Hi— « hi. b> DcD ruUiiMnc Co . Ik. 
I GliFBttnr, II M 1*1 f«M. Cop|i!|tit ) 



1, 1179 Sul**ili"i°nt In USA. <0 

>tl. by Ort-. L*b«fc. USA. n-t.nl 



-^-- — ■ - — — ~ 


'"/■I 


by T)an Noonan j^k 






^^^^\^2 




50CD ~- N3 .'.; $\\Z2 --.* C_2 ;*"_ — 
WAKWA &0OC TENT. WE CAN 
V\AK£ A. '.iTTLE STONE OVEN 




WATCH IT NOW, MIKE ~AN2 WE'LL Sl= 
IF We CAN TUBS IT OVEJZ . HE'LL. 5E 
_ HEIPLE&5 THEN . - 



'HE'S A HEAVV D£Vil ISN'T HE". LOCK 
OlH ROVEI2 . 




BIT*. LOOK AT BOVER AND SEAMLESS. 
, THEY KEAU.Y LIKE THIS . 






AND The DOGS- PiD EN'wV 
<7. BOMBING ACROSS THE 
OPEN DUNE CCUNTSV Of 
THE ISLAND. 
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MQ5T uicEln A SHIPS 1 WHAT ROVER 5 
TIMBER — ^ _■-■•-<■■.*■ GOT - 






AND NOW LOOK ** ROVER AND 

^EARlESS 1 HAVE DU& UP SO-UETH* 

else 






SHAWN6 himself . 

1 30VER PIP TW= KENTI 
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gv GEOfc&E , THAT 
JUST WHAT IT 15 , 
MIKE - AN OLD 
SWIVEL GUN — ! K 
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[ ,JUffT CAN'T THINK. V WHY MIKE, 
G? BEIN& WITHOUT \0U \ WE'LL *LW*.v? 
AND POVER AND \BE P^iENDS. 



-AND JU&T THINK WHAT 4. eWtl- 
\\EMOC- ALL THIS WILL BE — , 
AND WE'LL AtWWS ?£\\£«BEI? IT— 
NCU AND t AND ROVES AND w 

"EACLE5&, /*! 




YEH... HE'S GOT 
TH'NETRAISEP 
UKE HE WUZ 
GONNA THBOW 
ITOVER , 
SOME-THIN 



I CONTSEEANY 
BUTTERFLY 




("get in there QrjS 




Jaggy i- ». 11 
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ALBERT 

and- ^ 
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QZi-YO '* AUUi COMPMH 

\ BOI ST pe fifes yo Mines. 
msy. ah is missed mo'bib 
\ f/sh pan vo' is even see. 



CASH A BAtl 
FACE FIB 

or pe fust 
WAref 



By •SI/VGY. AH is PE 
CHAMF>EEN BIG FISH LOSEK 
OF PE StYAMPLAN'... ONCE 
AN AIMOS 1 C07CHA CATFisn 
- _^». SIX FEET LONG 



"> 




•//PPEE.' Fit EACH 
C7HEP INTO 0E 
MGGlN'i MA 
SAKE*. WHUT 
APASSEL Of 
PEK&NG PO: 



IAY Off £>£ BASSetiN'! 
AH BEIN 1 WHOPPED TO 
A Cff/MP-Yf 




ah ciA/MfA roui- yo' tfi 

SW/N&££ M£-AH CHAi.LCNi5S 
YO' TO A BIG FISH 
MISSIN' CONTEST. 




HQTDOG—AHM/SSEQDE 0/ANT 
Or D£ SWAMPLAN' — QL' HEAVY 

JOE, DE BEHEMOTH OF DE 
BXtNV DEEP! , OOG MA 




POOO. AH IS OS CMAMPSSN. 
01' rt£AYY JOS CC*C A10N& 

to pxore r~ 



OH. NO YOU DON'T! 

OS PRIZE is fo- oe 

champe£n pi5hl0$£8.' 
an 1 ol* albept isn't 
lose heavy joe- ol 

JOE STILL 
, YeffSf 





HI& NAME WAS WHITE WIND, AND HE 
WAS RAISED BY A MOTHER COYOTE... 
BUT I RECKON THAT'S 
JUMPlN" OVER TOO 
many facts: f ' /I 9*. 




WHITE WIND'S MOTHER WAS A RUSSIAN ■ 
WOLFHOUND, WHO'D BEEN BOUGHT BY 
A RANCHER IN NEW MEXICO TO HUNT 
COYOTES. 6>HE AND HER THREE-WEEK&- 
OLD PUPS.... 




WERE TPAVEUN6 BY TRUCK DOWN A MOUNTAIN HIGH- 
WAY. WHEN THERE CAME AN AWFUL CRASH. AND 
THEIR D06 CRATE WENT FLYIN' THROUGH THE AIR. 




AC TEC A W/HILE A WHIMPERlN' WHITE 
PUPPY CRAWLED OUT OF THE BUNTED 
CRATE ... HE WAS THE ONLY SIGN OP 
UFE AROUND THE WRECK. 




WHEN NIGHT FELL AND HI& MOTHER 
DIDNT COME TO ClND'HIM.HE SAT- 
DOWN AND CRIED HIS 
LITTU HEART OUT 




SUDDENLY FROM AROUND A SAGE CLUMP CAME 
A HUNGRY BADGER • THE SIGHT OF THAT FAT 
HELPLESS PUPPY MADE HIS MEAN OLD 
MOUTH WATER. 



BUT OTHER EARS HAD HEARD THE 
PUPPY'S JVHIMPECIN... TO A CERTAIN 
MOTHER COVDTE IT SOUNDED LIKE THE 
BABIES SHE'D. LOST "TO THAT SAM.E 
BADGER TWO PAYS BACK* 




5HE LANDED ON OLD STRIPED C 
MI& WICKED NOSE BEFORE HE 
COVER IT UP'" 



THAT WAS ENOUGH FOR MP BAD&Ef?'. 

WE CLEARED OUT IN A HURRY AND 

SHE LET HIM GO , A BADGER'S HIDE 

IS TOO TOUGH FOR COVOTE TEETH- . 




IT DIDN'T TAKE TWO MINUTES COR TUE|-* 
LONESOME, HUNGRY BABY AND THEf — 
LONESOME COVOTE' MOTHER TO 6ET ! ■ 
ACQUAINTED 



AFTER HE'D HAD HIS DINNEP.SHE PICKED 

HIM UP GENTLY AND CARRIED HIM HOME 
TO HER DEN.-" 




WMEN HER ADOPTED PUP WAS OLD 
ENOUGH TO EAT MEAT, SHE STARTED 
BRINGING HIM GOPHERS AND MICE., 



AND A MONTH LATER ' 
SHE HELPED HIM/- 

CATCH HIS FIRST 

RABBIT. 




ONCE WHEN HIS MOTHER WAS AWAY. THE YOUN6- ...AND FELL INTO A DEEP WASH OR 
STER WENT PABBIT-HUNTIN& ON HI&OWN HOOK... -P£RKIE"A&THE 1NJUN& CALL IT 




HE CLIMBED OUT ALL 
DU&TV AND BREATHLEW, 
TO FACE A BI& U&LV 
HE-COVOTE THAT HATED 
THE VEUY9MELL0FADO&. 




THAT OLD PRAIRIE WOLF GRABBED HIM 
AND LIKE TO SHAKEN THE LIP£ OUT 
OF WIM... 




JUST A FEW MONTH* 
LATER. THE YOUNC. 
WOLFHOUND WAS 
CATCHIN' JACK- 
PABBiTS FOR HIS 
LITTLE COYOTE 
MOTHER. 



AND THE BI&&EST PRAIRIE WOLF 
IN NEW MEXICO "TUCKED HIS 
TAIL DOWN AND HUMPED 
HIMSELF WHEN WHITE 
WIND TOOK ■ ~ 




ONE DAY WHITE WIND FOUND HIS 
LITTLE COYOTE MOTHER STIFF 
AND COLD— POISONED BYAWOLF- 
HUNTER'S BAIT. HE MOURNED 
FOR TWO | 
WHOLE DAYS. 



THEN HE UTOUT TO FIND NEW HUNTING GROUNDS... 
MILES MEANT NOTHING TO HIS LONG, STRONG. LEGS. 





HALrtVAV ACRO** 

THE STATE HIS 
RUNNIN6 EN DEO - 
IN A WOLf TRAP 
SET NEAR A DEAD 
6HEEP ~TWE 
6T6EL JAWS . 
CAUGHT ONLY 

two or HIS 

TOES- BUT 
THAT WAS 
ENOU6H. 




HE WAS HALF DEAD OF THIRST 
AND TOO WEAK TO STAND WHEN 
THIRTEEN-YEAR-OLD TOMMY 
FRAYNE FOUND HIM. 



TOMMY CUT OFF THE TWO BAD TOES 
AND WITH HIS JACKET WRAPPED 
AROUND WHITE WIND'S HEAD SO 
HE WC*UIDNT BITE... 



... CARRIED THE FEEBLY STRUGGLING DOC 
BACK TO HIS SHEEPHERDEE'S WAGON ' 
THEN HE BANDAGED THE HURT FOOT. 




U5IN' HIS BELT FOR A COLLAR. 
TOMMY FRAYNE CHAINED HIS 
WOLFHOUND TO A WAGON WHEEL 
AND TOOK OFF THE BLINDFOLD. 



WHITE WIND NEVER DID UNDERSTAND THE 
COLLAR AND CHAIN, BUT HE BEGAN -TO 
SAVVY THAT HIM AND THE SOY WAS 
MEANT TO BE PARDNERS. 




I AND THE BIG, WILD DOG LOST ALL 
HIS LONESOMENESS, LISTENIN'TO 

"IMWS 



AS THEY SAT IN THE 
WAGON'S SHADE WATCHIN' 
THE SHEEP, TOMMY TOLO 
HIM HOW HE WAS AN ORPHAN. 
WORKIN FOR MEAN OLD 
BURR WELKIN... 




' ONE DAY SUP5 WELKIN 
ROOE UP ANO CAUGHT 
TOMMY FEEDIN' HIS 
, PET— BURR WAS SO 
' MEAN, HE HATED TO 

CEED HIMSELF 

LET ALONE A DOG. 



HE GRABBED UPA*HATCHET TO KILL 
THE HOUND, "THEN AND THERE-... 




-BUT TOMMY TRIPPED HIM. 
JU&T IN TIME AND THE 
DOG'S TEETH RIPPED BUPR*. 
SHOULDER TO THE BONE. 




WELKIN CURBED ON TO HI& H06S, 
CU5&IN'ABLL)E STREAK, AND 
PROMISIN* TO COME BACK WFTH 
A GUN ANO A WHIP. 



WHEN 8UBR WAS GONE. TOMMY FRAVNE 
TOOK OFF WHITE WIND'S COLLAR 
AND &AIP GOOD-BYE.-. HE KINDA 
EXPECTED THE PUP TO HIGH-TAIL IT. 





BUT IT TURNED OUT THAT THE 

WOLEMOUNO WAS TIEDTOTOM- 

MV f PAYNE BVSuMETHIN'ALOT 

STRONGER THAN ANY 9TEEI CHAIN. 



SO TOMMY PUT THE LAST OF THEIR GPUB 
IN A TIN LARD PAIL AND COLLED UP HI5 
ONLY BLANKET." 





EVER BEFORE, AND WHITE WIND 
BARELY LIMPIN AT ALL ON Ills 501 



THAT NIGHT THEY FINISHED THE LAST 
BEAN AND BISCUIT IN THE PAIL, . 
BESIDE A LITTLE CAMPFIRE 





..AND WENT TO 5LEEP UNDER THE OLD BLANKET. 



AT FIRST DAYLIGHT. TOMMY 
WOKE UP TO FIND HIMSELF 
• ALONE... 





BUT IT WASNT 

FOR LONG i 

WHITE WIND CAME 

BACK WITH A JACKRABBIT 

FOT 0SEAKFA6T...FROM THEN ON, TOMMY KNEW.THEY'D 

NEVER NEED TO WORRY ABOUT COIN' HUNGRY. 



GO ON. CHARLIE 
WHAT HAPPENED 
TO TOM My AND 
WHITE WIND 
AFTER THAT ? 




PUTNAMS CAVE 



By Harriet 
Smith 
Haw ley 




There were once In this country many 
wolves. But the most famous wo* an enor- 
mous gray-block wolf thot lived In Pomfret, 
Connecticut, whero Israel Putnam had o 

' orm - ,> . j 

This wolf wos unusually large and unus- 
ually crafty. Winter after winter she would 
return to the (arming villogs, apparently bent 
an destroying all the sheep in the valley. 
Sometimes she destroyed as mony os seventy 
in one night. No hunter could over get near 

Vet, always she could be identified by ihc 
one short track she left in the soft snow. This 
wos caused by the loss of toes on one foot— 
snapped off In o trap when she wos young. 
That wos o lesson she never forgot. 

But Israel Putnam came to live in Pomfret, 
ond he was not the kind of young mon to be 
beaten by a wolf, no matter how cunning and 
cruel. A strong athletic chop who hod won 
many a prise in running and wrestling, he 
tiked nothing better than a hot chose. So, one 
day, he colled together five of his neighbors 
who wore also mighty hunlers. _ 

"Now then," sold he in his motter-ot toct 
way, "lot's noj be outwitted by this old wolf 
any longer. It's ridiculous for ur. to let her live 
on our sheep ond goats every winter. I say we 
should go after her." 

"But how?" someone objected. Haven t 
we tried every winter for the las' five years' 
She's always one jump ahead, yapping her 
contempt oftor we've chased her all night. 

"I know." said Putnam, "but that isn t say- 
ing it can't be done. My plon is this. Here are 
six of us We'll go out by turns in twos ond 



not slop hunting until ihe wolf is ours." 

"We ore with you." ogrccd ihe five, al- 
ready under the speH of Putnam's daring 
leadership. "No rest for us until we've finish- 
ed the job.'' 

"I'll start the chose," continued Putnam. 
hh eyes flashing, "with you, John. And we'll 
start tonight." • 

So, after a good hot supper of park and 
beans, topped off with apple dumplings, Pu'- 
nam ond his neighbor sallied forth, eoch with 
his torta musket and his powder horn. At their 
haftf looped four hounds who seemed to 
sense on unusual odvcniure. Eagerly they 
Sniffed the cold air, then put their noses 1o 
the ground. 

The night wos clear ond crisp, but not too 
cold. There was wind, and moon enough to 
■.ec tracks In the snow The men walked 
briskly, their leoiher boots creaking as they 
stomped along into the woods. 

Suddenly there was o wild baying, deep 

fusty baying 'that could mean only one thing 

"They've struck it," said Putnom. "ThotiS 

Rudge in the lead. He's got the best nose of 

ony doa In the pack." 

''Yes, and it's Ihe wolf we're oftei See 
that short track?" • 

On flew the dogs. Their baying grew 
fainter os they took her trail due west 

"Bound for the Connecticut River,* grunt-, 
cd John. "That's her old stunt— leads the 
dogs on for miles, then somewhere over there 
gives them the slip.' 

For ten miles the men tramped, following 

the direction of dogs and wolves until not 

, even the faintest echo of a bork could he 



heard The night air wos thorp. The .start 
were bright. 

"Might as well sit down (or a spell," toid 
Putndm "Sometimes, sitting Is worth as 
much as marching. And if I know my dog, he 
Isn't eosily slipped Wo'M heor from him be- 
fore long. I guess." 

So, under shelter of a stone wall on the 
south side of o hill, ihey sol down. They 
smoked their pipes and pqssed the time by 
telling talc, of thrilling fox hunts Putnam 
wo-, right ,n the midst of telling how he hod 
cornered o big r f -d. when he stopped, jumped 
up and Intend 

"Yes, sir, they ore sending her bark this 
way That's a trick of old Rudge Outrun 'cm, 
edge round 'cm and send 'em bock-trocking. 
Maybe we'll get a shot at her here " 

But it was not to be osoosy as ihot Long 
before the wolf reached their side hill, they 
could figure by the baying dogs thot she had 
veered several miles to the south 

Guess this is where we wheel around, too," 
said Putnam. "It's now about midnight ond it 
sounds to me os if they were moving bock to- 
ward Pcmfret. Lot's move back there If the 
dogs haven't holed her by morning, Tim ond 
Martin con take up the hunt." 

But before they reached the town they 
were well oware something was happening. 
The dogs seemed to hove gone wild They. 
wore madly yelping as if roolcd to one spot. 
Voices were shouting, Men running. 

"The don," cried John, "that's where she 
Ib!", 

'The <1enV Putnam wolked on os If In 
seven league boots. "So (hot is where the 
erofty old wolf has headed in." He knew that N 
old cavern, three mile* from his house. Once 
he had tried to explore it. but crawling holf- 
woy in, he hod found the ground so slippery; 
with ice that he had bocked out. again. 

In (heir excitement. Pulnom and his. 



neighbor John forgot that they hod already 
been in pursuit for over fifteen hours. Qulck- 
'.. they joined the other men gathered at the 
mouth of the cave. Every man of the village 
was (here, with guns ond bunches ©f strow 
while the dogs yelped hopefully. Bu» how to 
get the wolf was still the question. 

Putnam took command. "First we'll "try 
smoking her out. Ram the strow in the hole 
and light her up" The straw burned like 
tinder, and smoke boiled out, but no wolf 
emerged 

"Smoke isn't heavy enough/* cried one 
'°' mo ' who *<>* "M*d to smoking out hee*. 
Hero s some sulphur. Thot ouqht to do thi* 
trick 

This tim € the men choked and whoortd 
from the burning sulphur fumes, but itill 
there was no wolf. 

"Con there be another opening?" asked a 
"PWCOmer. 

"No," said Putnam. "I've investigated thl« 
old den pretty carefully ond I'm positive- this 
Is the only way in or out. If the wolf Isn't to 
be smoked out, perhaps I con get Rudge To 
go in and drive her out." 

Putnam whistled and Rudge came bound- 
ing. But when his master pointed to the small 
opening In (he rocks, the big block-ond-ton 
hound 1 hesitated. This wos not a dog's kind of 
hunting. Still he must obey. With heod down 
he entered caullously os the men cried, "Get 
her. Rudge. That's Iho dog. Go for her!" 

But this block hole with on Imprisoned wolf 
was too much for Rudge. Quickly ho bocked 
•out, tail between his legs, nor would any 
amount of coaxing make nlm return, 

Putnam, with a twinkle in his eye, turned 
to his blatk servant "How about you, Jim?" 

Jirn started; rolled his eyes, ond shook his 
heod, "Me, Morsa, go In ofter that old wolf? 
No, Morsa. no, sir." 

Pulnom threw off his coot. "Then I'll go. 





Make me a birch torch, tie that old rope lo 
my legs and I'll see 'or myself where the old 
varmint lurk* " And although oil thi 
protested, when Putnom was in o determined 
mood, it was no use [o orgue 

When readv, he gave instruction about the 
signal for pulling him out, gove the torch o 
flourish, got down on His hands and knees, 
ond crept In' through the two-foot squorc 
opening For obout fifteen feet, he crawled 
down mo oblique slippery rock passage, no 
where high enough for a man to stand erect 
and only lhr« feet wide Walls of solid rock 
dropped moisture almost like rain, while the> 
darkness was so block that the burning torch 
made only a dim circli? of pate light 

After the oblique descent, Putnam rrmom 
hered tho' there was o running horizontal 
Strip of aboul 1*n feet After (hot, whot» 

Slowly he proceeded until he could see by 
the Hqht of his 'lore that the corridor pas- 
sage began to ascend This would be dlffi- 
cull And how far would it qo ? Yet he knew 
no Iiiimnq bark On he pulled himself Unlit 
suddenly' before him green eyeballs gleamed, 
nnd quick gnoithing 1 of teeth ond a mighty 
growl sounded through the cave 

With decision Putnam pulled the rope as o 
signal, which was not needed, for the anxloUs 
group at the opening, hearing the terrifying 
Qfowl, yanked the rope so rapidly lha» Put 
nam come out like o shbt. his shirt stripped 
over his head and his forehead bruised 

"Well, boys, I've got the layout of the cove 
ond know where she sits Now lo do the 
trick" And looding his gun with 
shot, clutching It in one hand and the larch 
in thp other, he entered the cove o second 
time Down the dork passogeway again, list- 
ening, nlerl 

Putnam knew the wolf would be waiting 
for him. Wllh her back lo tfie wo", there she 
crouched, looking more fierce and lerrtble 
than he hod imagined Eyes rolling, teeth 



snapping, she was rcody lo fight far her life 
Putnom leveled his gun and fired before she 
could spring. 

The noise In the no<row passage wos deaf- 
ening Outside, the frightened men once 
again pulled on tho rope Ihat wos tied firmly 
around Putnom'* legs And ogoin out he 
come, this time stunned with the kick of the 
musket ond almost suffocated with ihf 
powder smoke 

"Did you get her'" Ihey cried 

"Once more to find out," he replied grimly 
os he straightened up to- breathe out the 
smoke. "Moke fost the rope for the lo^t trip " 

In he crawled for the third time, slowly 
and painfully, into the dart cold den. On he 
•crawled to the end of the cave where the 
great wolf wos lying very still 

Wos she reolly killed 6r was she cleverly 
making believe 5 Cautiously he applied the 
torch to her nose She did not move The 
musket hod done Its work Triumphantly he 
gave the signal on the rope and was pulled 
out, dragging tho wolf with him. Ihat greol 
gray-block wolf that for so many years had 
been the terror of Pomfret 

"Three cheers for Israel Pulnam'" cried 
the crowd a; each one pressed forward to see 
the wolf "Nothing con beat him " 

And they knew not ihot within a few years 
the Army of the Revolution would be cheer- 
ing Pomfret's farmer os General Putnom, 
hereof many bottles antl friend of Washing- 
ton. 

Putnam's Cove, now known os Wolf Den, 
is still in existence. It is located in what is 
now o store pork, in the 'own of Pomfret. 
Connecticut. 
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WHAT'S THIS AIL ABOUTp\, 

I'M m chaboe /sees, J 

YOU KNOW, WHEN the S 
FAMILY IS AWAY 

' OH- SO VOLIX>P) 
I IN CHARGE 

TODAY? THAT'S 
I DIFFERENT 



we weee thinking* 
of leaving, but 
with a. stout- < 
heabted fellow ] 
like too iai 
chabge we 
feel much , 

SAFER.' 





TMEy 8ETVHS' . 
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W. MtSnadtftn. New Yo.k 



"Baby."' a 150-pound St. Bernard and his young 
master, who entered him in a kids' pet show held in 
Staten Island. New York. "Baby" and Buddy took first 
prize as most unusual combination of pet and owner. 
(The number 30. refers to his pet show number.) 



UNCLE WIGGILY 




